



•j6 The Tragedy o/'Othello 

Def. My Lord. , , . , . 

Oth. Get youtobed o'che inftanr, Twill be return'd* forthwith 
difpitch your Attendant there, — looke it be done* Exeunt, 

Def. I will my Lord. 

Sm. How goes it now ? he lookcs gentler then he did. 

Def He faieshe will returne incontinent i 
He hath commanded me to goe to bed, 

And bade me to difmiffe you. 

Em. Difmiffe me? 

Def It was his bidding, there fore good Emma, 

Giucme my nightly wearing, and adieu, 

V Ve muft not now difpleafe him. 

£m. V Vould you had neuer feene him. 

X)e[ So would not I ,cny loue doth (o apptoue him, 

That euen his ftubborncneffe,his checks and frownes, 

(Prethee vnpin me) haue grace and fauour in them. 

8m, I hauc laicd thofe (beets you bad me on the bed. 

De. All’s one,good£a:her; how foolilh are our mindsj 
If I doe die before thee,prethee (hrowd me 
In one of thofe fame (beets. 

Em Come,conne,yotttalke. 

Def My mother had a maid cal’d Barbary$ 

She was in loue,and he (he lou'd preu’d mad, 

Anddidforiake her, (he had a fong of willow. 

An old thing t’was,but it expreft her fortune, 

And (he died finging ir, that fong to night 
Will not goe from my minds - 
I haue much to doe ; „ , . , 

But to goe hang my head all atone fide, and (log it like poore 
bary \ prethee difpatch. 

Em. Shall ! goe fetch your mght-gawne? 

Def No,vopin me heere . 

This Ltdouko is a proper man, 

8m, A very hand fome man. 

£»,] Unow a Ladv'in Venice, would haue walk’d barefooted to 
T define fox a touch of his neither lip. 
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the Moore of Venice. jt 

Defdemona flngs. 

The poore foule fate fighing by a ficamour tree, 
png alia green Widow, 

Her hand on her be fome, her head on her knee, 
ftng widow , widow, Willow • 

Thefiejh firearms ran by her , and murmur’d her moatm . 

fingWitloW. Widow, widow. 

Her fait teares fell from her, which foftned the (l ones , 
ftng Willow &c. (Lay by thefe. ) 

Willow, Willow. 

(Prethee hie thee, h=’le come anon.) 

Sing all a gr een willow mufi be my garland. 

Let nobody blame him, his [cornel approve : 

(Nay, that’s not next : harke,who’.s chat knocks?) 

Em. T’isthe windc; 

Def I call’d my lone falfe , but what fay d he then ? 
ftng WilloW , Willow willow , 

If I court mo women, joule couch with mo men. 

So, get thee gon.good ntg it,mineeycs doe itch, 

Does that boade weeping ? 

8m. Tis neither here nor there*- 

Def I haue heard it faids fo s O thefe men, thefe men ; 

Doft rhou in confcicnce thinke (tell me Emiliya, J 
That there be women doe abufc theic husbands . 

In (ach groffe kindes / 

8m. There be fome fuch, no qaeftion. 

Def W ouldfl thou doe fuch a thing,for all the world? 

8m. Why.wouldnotyoa? 

Def No by this heauenly light* 

8m. Nor l neither.by this hcauenly lights 
I mightas well doe it i.i the darke. 

Def Wouldif thou doc fuch a deed, for all the world ? 

Em. The world is a huge thing.it is a great price. 

For a final! vice. 

Df Introrh I think? thou wouldft hot. 

iatiosa X thinke Ilhould, and vndo’t when ! had done 't; 
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